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BACK AGAIN IN THE NEXT ISSUE OF RIG SHOT 



( WHOA! WAIT HERE. BO, 
V TILL I SEE JF THIS 
7 HOUSE HAS ANY 
I JUNK TO SPARE . 
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WELL.. I GUESS iVE 
GOT ALL THE OLD JUNK 
THAT'S IN HERE.__ 
__ SAY-V-Y... 
WHAT'S THIS f 





FOR GOSH SAKE ! A 
WHOLE PILE OF BUNDLES 
AND CANS OF GUNPOWDER 
HIDDEN. IN THI5 OLD 
SHACK, 




LOOK", JIM. SOM'cONE 
IS SNOOPING AROUND 
OUR HIDE-OUT-. OUICK 
DRIVE ON AROUND 
THE BLOCK. 
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IT WAS JUST SOME 
KID PROWLING AROUND 
OUR HIDE-OUT LOOKING 
FOR JUNK . V/AIT'LL 
I SEE IF HE FOUND 

THATGUNPOWDEI 



&3L 
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YE S, SIR, ALTHOUGH V S 

I DID NOTICE SOME /GUNPOWDER ?) 

CANS OF GUNPOWDER) UNHITCH 



IN ONE ROOM.. 
BUT I DIDN'T 
TOUCH THEM. 



YOUR DOG 

AND HOP 

IN HERE. 
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Follow bos adventure in the NEXT issue/ 
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I MICKEY 



By .Lank Leonard 




WHAT'S THIS J 

HEAR ABOUT PHIU 
WINNING A GOAT, 
MICKEY? 




WHAT'S PHIL\THATS WHAT WE WANT HIM TO 
GOING TO DO J 00 BUT HE INSISTS THAT HE'S 
WITH IT? /GOING TO KEEP IT -FOR LUCK/ 
SELL IT ? )/ IT'S CAUSED THE BIGGEST 

ARGUMENT WE'VE HAD IN THE 
HOUSE IN YEARS.' 






THE YARD ISN'T BIG 
ENOUGH FOR A GOAT, 

PHILlPi YOU'RE JUSt- 
BEING RkPlCULOUS'j 



I SAY IT IS SlG 

ENOUGH/ AND 

L HE*LL W AMICE 

PET FOR THE 

CHILDREN/ 



THE CHILDREN CAN GET \ LET 'EM COMPLAIN. 1 
ALONG WITHOUT A GOATJ THERE'S NOXAW 
PHIL-AND I REALLY /AGAINST KEEPIN* 
DO THINK THAT ALL THE \ A GOAT- NOT IN 

NEIGHBORS WILL COMPLAIN'!™* SECTION ' 



ja 



MMl 



WHERE DO YOU 
PROPOSE TO TUCK 
HIM IN AT NIGHT? 
-IN THE CELLAR ? 



NOW DON'T BE GETTlM 
SARCASTIC.' I'M GONNA 
BUILD A LITTLE SHEP 

FOR HIM - 




PHILIP- PLEASE BE 
REASONABLE J LUMBER 
FOR A SHED WILL 

COST MONEY AND- 



STOP; WE'VE • " 
ARGUED ENOUGH.' 
WHEN SHIBOSKI 
BRINGS THE GOAT 
OVER, IT'S GONNA 
STAY J NOW THAT 
SETTLES IT / 
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r 

GOOD MORNING, 
SHI&OSKI,- SO . 
THAT'S HIM, EH ? 




S HE SURE ISA 
STRONG HEALTHY 
LOOKIN' ANIMAL.' 




r WHY DID YOU 
HAVE TO GET RIO 
OF HIM. SHIBOSKI 7 






SHIBOSKI WILL 
TAKE HIM BACK 

-FOR THREE 
DOLLARS/ 
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MICKEY FINN 



By Lank Leonard 



I'M SURPRISED PHIL \ WELL, HE SAID THERE 
HW'T WANT TO COME /WERE A FEW THINGS HE 
WITH Ufi, MRS. FINN / WANTED TO 00 AROUNI 
-fTS SUCH A NICE \ THE HOUSE, FLOSSIE 
OAY FOR A PICNIC, 1 / —WHILE rT W0ULD 

BE QUIET ' 



THE FIR^T THING I'M 60W 
pO DO IS CLEAN YOUR CAGE , 
SNOOKIE- WHILE THE KIDS 
AREN'T AROUND TO EXCITE *OUj 












I'M GLAP YOU DIDN'T 
TRY TO CLEAN THE 
CAG£, PHILIP- HE 
MIGHT HAVE GOTTEN 
OUT ON YOU' 
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MICKEY FINN 



By Lank Leonard 



IS PHIL PLAYING 
HOULIHAN FOR THE 
CHAMPIONSHIP OF 
THE LODGE AS WELL 
FIFTY 
MICKEY 






HE SUNK/*GOSHiA BIRDIE J 
IT.' J -AND I'VE SEEN 
HIM TAKE AS MANY 
AS 13 ON THIS HOLE J 




ANOTHER SWELL 
DRIVE.' THOSE 
LESSONS SURE 
HAVE HELPED 
HIM, MICKEY.' 



I'LL SA7TMEV HAVE.' 
HE'S SWINGING NICE 
ANP SMOOTH FOR 
THE FIRST TIME W 
HIS LIFE/ 




WHAT A RECOVERY.' 
AN INCH FROM 

'■ CUP.' J G0 SH, HE'S GONNA 

WIN THIS HOLE, TOO 

-THAT'LL BE EIGHT 

IN A ROW/ 



SAY, HE'S SMACKIN' 
'EM LIKE A PRO, 
MICKEY-THAT ONE 
16 OUT 250 YARDS 
—AT LEAST.' 



IT'S AMAZING, TOMil 

INEVERTWOU6HT l'l 
SEE THE .DAY THAT 
HE COULD HIT A BALL 
THAT FAR J 



/. 




WHO SAID HE WAS 
60NNA CRACK? IF 
HE SINKS THIS HE'LL 




AND THAT'LL 

BE A NEW 

RECORD.' 

I NEVER 

SAW SUCH A 

BEAUTIFUL ROUND.' 
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MICKEY FINN 
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FTS AWFULLY NICE J INDEED IT IS, 
OF PHIL 70 BE -GIVING S FLOSSIE .' HE 
TXAT MAY PARTY FOR THE ] REALLY HAS 

KIDS AT THE ORPHANS 1 J BIG HEART J 
HOME, MRS. FINN. 



YOU MEAN THAT \ 
MSFADDEN'SBAND 
IS GOING TO PLAY 
AT THE PARTT 




I'M SURE SURPRISED 
THAT HE DONATED ALL 
THAT ICC CREAM AND 
CANDY -HE'S SUPPOSED 
TO BE AWFUL TIGHT.' 



WELL,DONT FORGET, 
MICHAEL-HE HOPES 
TO GET ALL THE CITY 

BUSINESS THROUGH 




SENT OVER FIVE 
CASES OF CREAM SODA, 
>HIL-AND FIVE OF 
GINGER ALE.' 



4. 



// 



It NEVER REGRET 
IT, CLANCY- YOU'RE 
BOUND TO HAVE 
GOOD LUCK 



YGUSHOULD'VEAT 
LEAST OFFERED TO PAY 
MR. CLANCY FOR ST, 
UNCLE PHIL-AFTER ALL7 
YOU'RE GIVIN'THE PARTY.' 



> 



.~s.. 



HFD HAVE BEEN 
INSULTED, MICHAEL! 



r, <?A 



> 



THAT'S ALL RIGHT, ^ 
SO YOU SENT OVER \PHIL- I'M ALWAYS 
TWO BIG CAKES, EHj GLAD TO HELP A 
MR. MEAD? WELL, I "^WORTHY 
SURE WANT TO THANK 
YOUR 




THAT'S VERY SIMPLE, 
SO S'JRE THAT *^ MICHAEL-HE WANTS 
HE WOULDN'T TAKE A THE BREAD CONTRACTl 
ANYTHING FOR THEM?) FOR THE COUNTY 

JAIL' 



MEAD'S 
BAKERY. 



'■n? 1 





NOW WHAT IN THE 
WORLD DID YOU 
ASK HIM TO 
DONATE ? 



SAUANTONCfl 

Barber' 
shop 




^\ X DO YOU TAKE THIS WOMAN 

•-• TO BE YOUR BRIDE YES 

I DO—- YES I DO— - 







1 HELLO, DOC- 
IS EVERYTHING 
ALL SET FOR 

THE WEDDING ? 



YES, SPARKY— --THE 
PREACHER IS HERE--- 
-AND DOTTY'S FATHER, 
SISTERS AND BROTHERS 
HAVE JUST ARRIVED .' 





ISN'T THERE * 
ANYTHING YOU 
CAN DO TO MAKE 
HIS HEAD 
NORMAL 
AGAIN ? 
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from all the nice 
things dotty has 
said about you, i'm 
sure I'll always be 
proud to call 
you my son/ 



,# 



-■'■ 



I HOPE SO, 

PAPA DASH — 

I'LL DO MY 

DEAD-LEVEL 

BEST TO MAKE 

DOTTY A GOOD 

HUSBAND /' 
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* SPARKY, I 
WANT YOU TO 
MEET DOTTY'S 
BROTHERS AND 
SISTERS- -THIS 
IS JOYCE/ 




I'M NOT A 
GANGSTER, 
HONEY— HERE, 

HAVE A 
LOLLYPOP/ 



m 



J 



YOU CAN'T 
BRIBE ME// 
SCRAM, BUM, 
BEFORE I 
LOCK YOU 
UP IN THE 
HOOSEGOW/ 



*•?, 



mm | 
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DON'T WORRY 
ABOUT GLADYS/ 
LAST WEEK SHE 
PRETENDED SHE 
WAS GENERAL 
CUSTER, AND 
EVERYONE ELSE 
WAS A BAD 
INDIAN / 



HI 



THIS WEEK SHE 
THINKS ALL MEN 
ARE GANGSTERS, 

AND SHE'S 
LITTLE MISS 

DISTRICT 
ATTORNEY/ 



AHEM/ ' 
DON'T YOU 
THINK WE 
SHOULD 
START THE 
CEREMONY? 



<n> 



^"^ 
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' SNIFF— SNIFF— I 
DON'T WANT TO LOSE 
MY SISTER - 





DON'T CRY, BRAD/ SPARKY AND I WILL LIVE 

RIGHT HERE IN APPLEDALE YOU CAN 

VISIT US EVERY 

DAY/' ^ IF THEY THINK 

I'M GONNA HOLD 

THIS VEIL ALL DAY 

THEY'RE DAFFY f 

I'VE GOTTA GO 
ARREST A 
' GANG OF OPIUM 
SMUGGLERS /A 
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00H / HER 

FOOT CAUGHT 

IN THE 
VEIL ' 



. 



CATCH * 
HER--SHE'S 
GOING 



TO — 





I'LL PHONE FOR ONE— 

— OON'T MOVE HER 

SOMETHING MIGHT 
BE BROKEN/" 






IG SHOT 



EASY NOW- --EASY- --PLACE HER 
ON THE TABLE EASY/-' 






IT'S ALL MY 
FAULT— -I 
SHOULD HAVE 
CAUGHT HER-- ) YOU— BUT SHE 
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DOC- -CAN'T 
YOU DO ANY- 
THING * 



I'LL PUT HER IN A CAST- --AS 
THE SLIGHTEST MOVEMENT OF 
THE SPLINTERED VERTEBRAE 
MIGHT SEVER HER 
SPINAL CORD/ 





AN OPERATION 
MIGHT KILL HER-- 
AND IF IT DIDN'T, 
THERE'S ONLY ONE 
CHANCE IN A 
THOUSAND IT WOULD 
CURE HER/ THE 
RISK ISN'T WORTH 

THAT ONE 
CHANCE/' 



THEN THERE WON*T 
BE AN OPERATION- -- 
-- 1 FORBID IT//, 




YES I CAN 
DOC— IF THIS 
HAD HAPPENED 
AFTER OUR 
MARRIAGE I 
WOULD HAVE 
STOOD BY HER 
THROUGH THICK 

AND THIN // 



BUT YOU 
AREN'T MARRIED 
TO HER- -IT ISN'T 
FAIR TO SHACKLE 
YOURSELF TO A 
HELPLESS BURDEN 
FOR THE REST 
OF YOUR LIFE // 



a. m 
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I PROMISED TO 
MARRY HER- -THAT'S 
ALMOST THE SAME 
AS IF I HAD/ I'M 
GOING THROUGH 

WITH IT/' 



^ 
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YOU RE A 

HEALTHY YOUNG 

MAN-IT'S ONLY 

RIGHT THAT YOU 

HAVE A HEALTHY 

YOUNG WIFE TO 

SHARE YOUR JOYS 

AND HOME 

--PLEASE DON'T 
BE HASTY-f 

/ *0*A 



m 




DIXIE DUGAN 












YOU'RE ABSOLUTELY RIGHT, 
MISS DUGAN -RABBITS flREN 
TOY* TO BE PtAYeO WITH 
-THEY USUAL LY GET 

HURT . . ^y_t'ut's SO FRIGHTENED--J 
HE'S TREMBLING /,' 




^K WM&9£ 




EVOYV 




THERE- NOW WU'I 

ALL DRESSED 

FOR SUNDAY^ klslK you 

AUNTIE 

E 




DON'T SIT ON THE FLOOR, 
DEAR- YOU'LL GET YOUR 
DRESS ALL 

WRINKLED 





KIN I GO 
OUTSIDE? 



YES - BUT DON'T PLAY 
IN THE SNOW OR YOU'LLl 
GET SOAKING 
WET 




JV/A47 SHE'S 

DOING 











NO- t THINK IT WOULD/ 
LOOK BETTER OVER Y 
HERE 




THIS 
KIN 




BRING IT HEBE 





BUT WE WOULDN'T CHAIMGI 
ANYTHING WITHOUT YOUR 
OPINION 




MCEVOY M» STRIEBEL 


W/'; */L^ 


ij'// 


U 
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THEY SPEND A NICKLE hWTH MUST HAVE 1 
ON A SOPT DRINK, *-/rTS PLING BYTI 
AND DO A DOLLAR'S P<y LOOKS OP THE| 
WORTH OF ^ r*m~xS V^_ * THIN© 

DAMAGE.' 






FoRGETSOMe'miF^ 

DEAR? 




I'VE GOT A PRESCRIPTION 
FOR A CUY'S JANGLED 
NERVES 




I HAD TO COME OUT 
HERE -I CAN'T STAND, 
IT IN THERE ANY 
LONGER 
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KWWEN 
CAM WE , 
MOVE IN ? 



YOU'LL HAVE TO ASK 1 

'lawyer o'eyp — 
/ve aias charge 
of toe estate . 




PIP V00 AIEAR TMAT? 

THEY'LL HAVE TO 
ASK LAWYER O'GYPS 




TME RENT IS TWO 
HUNPREP POLLARS 
A MONTH— TAKE 
fT OR LEAVE fTS 



^ QULPS^ 
*t-flLL Z\ 

TAKE/T... 



TOAT WAS EASY/ANP A\NICE &EING 
SINCE I CANNOT LOCATE!, INVISIBLE 
r ANY HEIR TO THE ESTATE, frME P/PA/'T 
THE MONEY IS ALL MINE /J SEE OS LIFT 

MS WALLET/ 



\ 
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,-v 



V. 








SOMETHING /F0N/W7 COOLP 

WRONG, *g± SWORN WE JUST 
BRASS ? JCARRIEP SOME FURHI70RE 

INTO THIS ROOM... 



. 




THIS /s r//E m/nth r/ME 

WE'VE CARRIEP THIS STOFF 
/NTO WE HOUSE.' 



7* 



AT LEAST WE'BE 
KEEPING OP 
WITA IT.' Y^^^ 



5%^ 
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TAiE FORNITORE 75 
r GOA/F AGAIN.'— ■ 

7NB HOUSE MUST 

BE HAUNTS P.< 



mamma/ why t 
p/pnt/ wink't 
of that before? 






\ 











WHAT 0/P YOU 0O M7» 

AtY/HOA/gyp GET 

OFF MY PQOPERTY.tfS 
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LAWYER Q'OYP IS ){ J0ST W ^ AT 
'GETTING TOO NASTY *V / WAS 

vraocy— it's ABoarJmiNKiNe, 

T/MEWEFOONP -<T FRANWE, s 
OURSEL VE5 AN HEIR 
TO THE ESTATE... 



*f 1 



TELL A/M WE 
RESERVE ALL 
ATTIC PRIVILEGES 
FOR OORSELVES. 
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Everybody Gets Into the Act 



By MART BAILEY 



"NO YOU DONT! H blurted Butsy Ratsoff. And 
to show thdt he meant what he said, the stocky 
little gangster with the gorilla face poked the 
revolver two or three times into Good Old 
Bumpy's short ribs. 

This had its desired effect. Good Old Bumpy, 
disguised in red whiskers, satin-lined cloak, and 
tophat had bent to pick up Jack Beerymore, 
who had masqueraded for the night's adventure 
as a one-legged sailor off an eighteenth century 
■ whaling ship. At the moment when the sharp 
muzzle of the revolver contacted with his tender 
ribs. Good Old Bumpy had almost lifted the un- 
conscious actor to his feet. Now he dropped him 
as if the gently snoring thespian were an electric 
eel. 

"Do you realize, nVsieur" Good Old Bumpy 
said to the sneeringly triumphant underworld 
chief, "that you are interfering with zee due 
processes of Law? That you are throwing zee 
monkey wrench into zee machinery of zee 
French Police Department? That you are pre- 
venting zee administration of justice, which eez 
zee firmest pillar of good government That you 
are, in a word, hampering the functions of my- 
self, Inspector Bonsoir-Bonsoir of the Surete?" 

"Surete " replied Butsy Ratsoff. He was in no 
mood for small talk. He could feel Milly's angry 
eyes scorching him, and he still rankled over the 
injustice of her taking the wrong view of his 
heroics- He had expected her to throw her arms 
around his neck, murmuring, "My hero!" His 
slugging of the one-legged sailor who tried to 
take her rhinestone necklace at gun- point, she 
chose to regard as an insidious attempt to kill 
the ©nly man who could help find her missing 
sister. 

Meanwhile, Good Old Bumpy started scream- 
ing in make-believe French, and shaking his 
head with all the Gallic vehemence of an out- 
raged Inspector of the Surete. 

Caught between these two forces, Butsy's 
brain slipped a few cogs and began whirling diz- 
rily. 

Good Old Bumpy, discerning the little gang- 
ster's befuddlement, increased the violence of 
his head shaking. This might have worked. 
Frenchmen are notoriously hot-blooded and ex- 
citable, and a little more head-shaking might 



have convinced Butsy Ratsoff that Good Old 
Bumpy was, as he said, Inspector Bonsoir-Bon- 
soir of the Surete. But to date no Frenchman 
has ever lost his beard simply by shaking hit 
head. 

/ "So!* said Butsy Ratsoff. 

Inspector Jacques Bonsoir-Bonsoir was sud- 
denly calm, as if oil had been thrown upon the 
troubled waters of his temper. 

"Disguise," he muttered, with a deprecatory 
glance towards the false whiskers which lay on 
the floor like a robin's nest. He thought how nice 
it would look if there were an egg or two to go 
in it. 

"Oh yeah?" said Butsy Ratsoff. His brain was 
hitting on all cylinders again, and he was deter- 
mined to end this masquerade. 

Reaching out a hand that was practically fur- 
lined on the outside, he ripped the badge off 
Good Old Bumpy's chest and held it to the light. 

The badge was gold-plated and official look- 
ing, all right. But where it should have been in- 
scribed with the signum of the French Republi- 
can Police, was the figure of a galloping grey- 
hound; above, was the word Inspector; below, 
the legend Society tor the Prevention of Cruelty 
to Animals. 

Butsy Ratsoff chuckled. "Come on, mug," he 
commanded. 

"lYTsieur le Gobelet, to you," said Good Old 
Bumpy. 

"I thought it was Bonsoir-Bonsoir," said But- 
sy. "Anyway, we're going to have a little talk. 
You can bring Limehouse Louie with you in 
what you call custody." He waved the revolver. 

Good Old Bumpy shrugged. He was a philos- 
opher. He knew you can't win against loaded 
dice or loaded shooting irons. 

RECOVERING consciousness from the upper- 
cut which Butsy Ratsoff had dealt him, Jack 
Beerymore felt like a dreamer or some kind of 
vegetable life. His glazed eyes recognized none 
of the Times Square rush-hour crowd, who 
seemingly unaware of his existence, had mobbed 
into the tiny room. 

A terrific slam caused his eyes to roll towards 
the door. Instead, he saw a life-size poster ad- 
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vertising a techni-color movie titled Queen of nine lead in his latest play, The Duke's Study, 
the Underworld, or something like that. He 
wasn't sure because the title was oddly missing. 
The girl in the poster, however, he recognized as 
Veronica Lake or some gorgeous lady who re- 
sembled her and with whom he had been 
vaguely acquainted in a former life. There was 
a hard glint in her arctic blue eyes and her slen- 
der, bejeweled fingers held a small gold-plated 
revolver. 

Then, all at once, Jack realized that the 
poster wasn't a poster and that the revolver was 
including him in its sweeping embrace. 

To make matters worse, behind Veronica 
Lake or whoever she was, stood a frightened 
male accomplice, who gave Jack the unpleasant 
• impression that he himself was a disembodied 
spirit, since his body apparently stood in the 
doorway while he himself lay on the floor. Had 
his braincells been less scrambled by Butsy's 
uppercut, he would have recognized his double 
in the doorway as Frederic Bons, his understudy, 
who had accompanied Beatric Thornrose at her 
insistence to trap him with her priceless neck- 
lace. 1 

"Ha!" said Veronica Lake or whoever she was. 
"We've caught the whole gang!" 

The "we" included her male accomplice, Fred- 
eric Bons, though all he contributed to the 
scene was his imposing presence in tophat and 
tails and a desultory waving of a pistol that 
seemed likely to go off at any moment in his 
ttembling fingers. 

With the exception of the little bookie, whose 
arms were roped to his side anyway, Jack Beery- 
more was the only one who hadn't flung up -his 
hands at the dramatic entrance of Veronica 
Lake and her accomplice. 

"Put your hands up," she snapped. 

Jack tried to explain that his arms were bereft 
of motion, that he was, in fact, a disembodied 
spirit or some kind of vegetable life; but he 
could not even open his mouth. 

"Do you want me to drill you?" said the six- 
shooter siren. 

The question shot Jack's arms skyward in a 
hurry. 

"That's better. Now we can get down to 
business." 

"Business" was a harangue on the subject of 
Diamond Swindlers, who steal a girl's heirlooms 
on pretence of having them repaired. Jack tried 
to point out that she had him all wrong. But 
she silenced his rebuttal with an irritable move- 
ment of the gold-plated revolver, and went on 
to say that he must pay in cold cash or spend 
the rest of his days on the stone pile at Alcatraz. 
It was a speech nicely calculated to bring Jack 
out of his trance as effectively as spirits of am- 
monia. He recognized now that Veronica Lake 
wasn't Veronica Lake at all, but Beatrice Thorn- 
rose, the understudy who. was playing the femi- 



from which he had been missing for the past 
week; and he wondered what he had ever seen 
in the girl. 

During all this while, Millie, standing beside 
Butsy RatsofT and paying no attention to the 
lecture, had been staring incredulously. There 
was a vast difference between the platinum- 
haired siren who waved the gold-plated revolver 
and the freckle-faced girl who had left the old 
homestead two years before to seek her fortune 
in the Big City; but sisterly instinct told her 
they were one and the same. 

"Beatrice!" she cried joyously. 

The siren turned her platinum head and saw 
Milly for the first time. The gold-plated re- 
volver clattered on the floor, and she enveloped 
her sister Millicent in a gush of kisses. 

. Deserted at this crucial point, Frederic Bons, 
her accomplice, waved his pistol in the helpless 
manner of Zazu Pitts. The whole affa#" had 
turned into a jolly family reunion, and ne did 
not know whether to run or smile and join the 
festivities. 

Good Old Bumpy nudged Butsy Ratsoff. 
"Limehouse Louie," he whispered. 

The little gangster looked at the one-legged 
Limehouse Louie who sat on the floor rubbing 
the back of his head, and then at the elegant 
Limehouse Louie who stood in the doorway with 
the pistol. 

"Genuine article,* whispered the insidious 

M'sieur le Gobelet. 

Butsy was almost convinced of this, but not 
quite. The Limehouse Louie in the doorway 
looked more like Limehouse Louie as he knew 
that internationally notorious torpedo-man — 
but there was something fishy about the whole 
affair which Butsy could not fathom, and he felt 
his brain begin slipping its cogs again. 

At that moment, Randolph, the campaigner- 
butler, reached the top landing of 711 West 
Ache Street. 

Randolph permitted himself a thin smile as 
he saw the ominous figure with the revolver in 
the doorway and just beyond, Good Old Bumpy, 
his master, hands upraised. He had expected 
something like this, and he was not unprepared. 
Fashion prohibited his lugging about a spike- 
studded mace, but highly approved the gold- 
headed stick which he carried, though some eye- 
brows might have lifted in amazement were it 
known that the stick was heavily weighted and 
especially designed to be used as a bludgeon. 

Taking in the situation, he gripped the 
weighted stick and tiptoed within striking dis- 
tance- With the deadly accuracy of the expert 
mace-wielder, he let the silk topper have it. 

The Limehouse Louie who stood in the door- 
way crumbled like a scarecrow suddenly re- 
lieved of its props. 
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Completing a minion to par/?, ^nYman amp fawn 
prepare fog a home warp flight.... meanwhile" , 
ju4t a £hoi?t wa^ fjzom the airfield, a gay 
group* of c.x. '4 gather to g/d a fortunate 

FELLOW AMEe/CA/V "NAPPY LANDINGS ". . . "IfAf ' 

HAPPY LANDINGS " WOULD BE MOPE AFPPOPWATE, 
FOp f JU£T ABOUND THE GOJ?NE<g . • > • 



f€0 LONG, J IE A I/IMG POfP ONE'^ 
GUYC f J HOMELAND EE£ /NDEEP 
A WANPAIPFUL- FUELING , 
|J\/| EH, AfON AM/ f 
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X AM MOS" HAPPY 
FOR you, FP/END/ 
COME , IVE WE EL HAVE 
A FAREWELL PROP OF 
PRENGHGOGNAG 7DGETHAIR, 
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T7ME^, CHUM/ 
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ALL eiCHT, you 
CAN COMB OUT 
NOW ' HE WEEL. 
HEA/? AN' PEEL 
NOTHEENG / 



NICE CO INC.' 
^HOULPN'T HAVE 
ANy TROUBLE 
CUMg/NG /S/7V THE 
XHAM7 OF A LONG 
LANkT L/k& THAT/ 
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Af FAWN COLLECT^ HEP CAPCO " r HEP EysZ 
FALL. UPON ANOTHEP *VHO /< AL^O tNTEPESTED 
/M "CAPCO" !TF>ACE ... 



youp pa Pee? ape w oppep,. 
oopp&n, eur /t poes~n"t loo/^ 

CJJfE you'LL 0E CTETTrNC OL/T OF 
HEPE FO& A WH/LES THE LOCAL 
AIP-LJFT ■fEE'Vi'CE /iT OFF CCHEPULES 





loo/c. zolp/ep, thepe'* 
a pp/sate pl-ahe on the. 

F'ELP THAT'g Ffy/NC TV 
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ZkVMAN 1 , MEET 7)$KYMANf We ' 
LAPPy CORDON f LCP/ME CPUZHBP, 
X JU£T THUMSEP/) //V PEPSQA/f 
A P'OP POP H/Mfy 0ETTEP MATCH 

My <TEP WITH 

TH/f eoy/ 




LATEP, A4 THE WNG POAPZ OUTOV&Z 

THE ATLANTIC , &UM&EP OyEPTAtfsG 
THE /MPOZTEP . . . 



LOO/<^r L/PE OL/P > CAPCO 
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THEPE4 N07WTS/C ZO 
UHCOMFOPTAPLP AC POPTy 
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T-T DON'T 6ET WfrftTiy, ACCOPP/NC & 

rrf how could a *^ to tm& GteNCil , 

P0M7E Ukt COPDOtf) "CORDON" HAPPENS 
CATHBP A AtOUNTAIhJf TO BE A FELLOrt 
OF MOOLAH UkfE S tVAMED ffENSDtCT/ 
THAT? ^&<^T!/6 HAS ALL THE EA#- 

MAek? OF OA/E OF TMOSE 
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*€UP IT &AOS Iff THE 
SAC AfJP THEM MOLD TJGHTf 
SLEEPING ffEAUTy-f GO/NC TD 
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GAZE TO 'STEP >*>. THAT'S 
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Tttl$ 1$ A<? PAP A£ T CAN CO 
/N TW0 fflNC/ 77/AT gOC 8£LOtV W/U- 
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MAN . A/O LEf< A PLANE/ ^s^-* 




hepe'< hh enure anp a couple 

OP TELLTALE TPACK& / LOOk^ L/fifE 
X'M LETTJNC My<feLF /N POP' 
DOUBLE -TROUBLE -- THE TFEACHEP- 
OL/S 80G OP AN EQUALLY 
TeEACHEPOt/5 BULLET f 
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P THATf IT, CHUMP, COME 
T -/?ICHT OH PAZT ME —- A 
4LUC IN TH ' FACI^'LL &PEAKT 
UP TNl£ HUNTINC PARTY PRONTO! 
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W/T LIMB f 
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YOU rfON 'T NEED IT 
WHEPE yoWPE COINC, 
BENEPtCTf rtMPtf, ZVE 
y£T T& SEE IT F*/L — 
50FT MoMEy /<T THE 
HA&DEST ff/ND OP 
ALL TO t/AA/G ON TO/ 
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HEAC A JEEP— M 

MUST BELONG TO TMl\ 

AMERICAN MILITARY] 

POLICE. THEY'LL m 

TAKE THIS PROBLEM 

OUTOFQURMANPS. 







MRRV, SIR/ 
INTO WE 
CA3S 
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EMBECILES/ YOU STANP THE RE GRINNING 1 
WHILE A FOBWNB -A KING'S RANSOM IN ^ 
THAT BLACK BAG— SLIPS AWAY FGOM YOOI 
WHOEVER CATCHES THAT GIRL FOR MY 
GOVERNMENT ><^MAV KEEP THE 
£^£ JEWELS A FQZ HIMSELF.' 

1*3e 




PP/NCESS 
ELEMAS* 
HOW—? 
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HOVJ IS IT THAT I AM A H0HTE9 
FUGITIVE?. THEY TOOK OVER MY 
COUNTRY, , .'ONE OF MY PALACE 
OFFICERS HELPEP MF TO 
ESCAPE AT THE LAST MOMENT 
r. . 1 AAP TOME ONLY TO TAKE 
THESE JEWELS, WHICH I HOPE 
TO SELL FOR THE RELIEF OF 
SOFFERING COONTRYMEhi 
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TROUBLE 
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BY STAYING \H 
TME PACK ROAPS 
WE AVOIP TOE 
AMECJCAN MILITARY 
POLICE.... 



LOOK/ SOMEONE 
LY/NG ON THE 
GROONP UP AHEAP/ a 







ITISTMEPRIVER 
OP THE CA3 /N 
WH/CH PRINCESS 
'ELENA ESCAPEPS^ 



PONT HURT ME f 
/ WANT YOU w 
•CATCH THEM —ANPi 
YOU WfLL, BECAUSE 
THEY WENT POWN. 
THIS ALLEy- WHICM 
IS A PEAP ENPS\ 
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ITISFOBTONATE W£ 
MAP TOABAMP0M 
THE CAB... THOSE 
HOWLING MOBS ^ 
ARE HUNTING 
FOR US 
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000. PLACE IS CLOSE 
&>Y... WE'P&E SAFER 
GOING THERE WAN jl 
ATTEMPT//SC? TO *=^ 
REACM TOE CONSULATE 
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/£>ON'T SHOOT/... WE 
f HAVEN'T LOST THEM 
\ VET/.. /CAM TAKE! 
yOU TO THEAPPRESS 
\THE AMERICAN AND 
[HIS WIFE GAVE ME 
UWHEN THEY F/RST 
(GOT INTO MY CAB/ 






COME IN/ WE 
JUST NEED YOU 
TO COMPLETE, 
THE STORY/ 



DOMMOX/ THIS IS 

THE AMERICAN 
ARMY OFFICERS'" 
CLUBS 
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I USTCN H£flt. I'D SMASH YOOH 

) FftCC--OT*LY VOU'BE SO SKINNY NOU 

, Ml-ftMT 0«Y UP AMO amovvjwvAY 
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little Borr! 



OW3M it! 1*1 3iCK AnO TiOtO Of 

eeiNG a scarecrow f Crwaues 

ATLAS SAYS H£ CAM Giwt ME ft 

REAL BoOt*. ALL. HtGHTf liX GAMaLE. 
A STAMP AMO GtT 

k His FREE book! <' 







6-OY! IT DIDN'T TAKE ATLAS LONG TO 
|> DO THIS FOR ME ! WHAT MUSCLES! THAT 
BULLY WONT SHOVE ME AROUND AGAIN. 1 




Z^f what! you here again? S 


^^S^HERE-S SOMETHING 


1 OWE VOLl! 
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I Can Make YOU a New Man, Too, 
in Only 15 Minutes a Day! 



If YOU. like Joe, have a body 
that others can "push around" — 
if you're aahamed to strip for sports 
or a swim — then give me just 15 
minutes a day! Til PROVE you 
can have a body you'll be proud of. 
parked with red-blooded vitality! 
"Dynamic Tension," That's the 
secret! That's how I changed my- 
sel f from a spindle-shanked, scrawny 
weakling to winner of the title, 
"World's Most Perfectly Devel- 
oped Man." 

11 Dynamic Tension" 
Does It! 

Using "Dynamic Tension" only 
15 minutes a day. in the privacy of 
your own room, you quickly begin 
to put on muscle, increase vour 
chest measurements, broaden your 
back, (ill out y-ar arms and legs. 
Before you k iow it, this easy. 




NATURAL method will make you 
a finer specimen of REAL MAN- 
HOOD than you ever dreamed you 
could be! You'll be a New Man! 

FREE BOOK 

Thousands of fellows have used 
my marvelous system. Read what 
they say — see how they looked 
before and after — in my book, 
"Everlasting Health and Strength-" 

Send NOW for this book— FREE. 
It tells all about "Dynamic Ten- 
sion* 1 ' shows you actual photos of 
men I've turned from puny weak- 
lings into Atlas Cham- 
pions. It tells how I 
can do the same for 
YOU. Don't put 
it off! Address me 
personally: Charles 
Atlas. Dept. 329R , 
115 East 23rd St., 
New YorklG, N.Y, 




— actual photo of 
the man who Holds 
the title. "The 
World's Mo*t 
Perfectly Developed 
Ma n." 



CHARLES ATLAS, O.pi 329R 

115 £oir 23rd $»., N«w York 10, N.Y. 

I want the proof that your iyiitem of "Dynamic 
Teuton" will h«lp make a New Man of me - 
give me a healthy, husky body and hi* muscu- 
lar development. Send me your free book, 
"E.verlantinft' Health and Strength. " 
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You COn add »0 the beauty of the belt and make it 
permanently yours by having your very own name 
-put-on" with shiny metal studs. Helps others to 
know you when your hack is turned Prevents loss 
or borrowing of belt since belt w.th your name on it 
is Of valUC Only to you Metal harness stud, used to 
soell out your name BIG are securely fastened to 
belt so they can't come out. Pnce or belt with name 
In Muds is only $2.98 Without name the price is $1.98 
If you order with name to be put on, you'll have to 
tend full payment in advance with order. We will 
then prepav all shipping charges. If no name is 
wanted, vou need SEND NO MONEY. Well ship 
COD Either way. your satisfaction is positively 
guaranteed You must he delighted and pleased in 
every way or you can return belt within 10 days tor 
full refund So rush your order on th" •-"-on today 



TOP GRAIN 

SADDLE LEATHER 

METAL BUCKLE & TRIM 

Jewel and Stud Design on Sides 

You'll be the envy of your friends with this 
Genuine Ranger-type JEWELED WESTERN 
BELT It s the flashiest, sturdiest belt you've ever 
seen Styled and made to look like those famous 
Western Belts you've admired on your favorite movie 
and rodeo stars Top grain saddle leather from end to end, 
Us handsomely tooled in a beautiful Western design Em- 
bossed silver-colored buckle made extra big for better gnp_ 
Hell is extra wide for support and protection against hard 
knocks and bumps when you're "roughing it with the other 
fellas", or on bike rides, camping trips, hikes, etc. You 11 be 
crazv about those bright, gleaming simulated Jewels and 
shiny metal harness studs that adorn each side of your 
Belt Be the first in your neighborhood to own a JEWELED 
WESTERN BELT 



SEND NO MONEY! Rush This Coupon Today! 



ILLINOIS MERCHANDISE CC», O.p* 6501 
1227 Loyola Ave.. Chicago 26. Ill „ _ 
cSdcmca -KuS ml 35 JEWELED WESTERN BELT u 
ordered below on r»ui 10 '-> &»« M'*™"'" Offer. 
Cbvcl eolo i Q Mack QJirewn Give Ml ^Mc 

n Send Bell irilhovl n»m" <" *' w Sh ' D to ,nc c ° (I 

q Srnd Bell • ffl tt.M I EN'CLOSE |2.M 1 

AOVANI i AS REQUIRED S*»n *U P«tage charge- 

prcpvtd 

N.imc Wanted on bell i<» shi.i-i 



MV NAME. 



ADDRESS. 
TOWN 



.ZONK 



-STATE. 



U 



